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and almost crying with impatience, which robbed me
of any feeling of fatigue. And every time she soothed
me, and nursed me as though I were a child, singing
me asleep, and telling me stories, and using every
means to make me forget ray impatience and the way.
And all the while we went, day by day she grew
thinner and weaker, and I saw it; and yet I paid no
heed to it, thinking only of proceeding. And at
length, she could no longer walk quickly, nor indeed
at all, save a very little at a time, and she stopped to
rest herself as it were at every moment.

So then, after a while, I said to myself: This1 is
altogether unendurable: for we go so slowly, that the
termination of my life will come upon me, before we
reach the journey's end. And yet I cannot leave her
behind, and go alone, being as it were tied to her, by
reason of my ignorance of the way. And therefore
I must somehow or other extract from her the secret:
and then I shall be free.

And one day, as we rested by the road, I said:
O thou easily tired one, if we stop in this manner
every moment, we shall never get along. And what
is the necessity for travelling together, since our objects
are entirely distinct? Tell me, then, the way; so
that I may go on before thee, and without thee, and
make haste. Then said my wife: Alas! I cannot
tell thee, till we have arrived at the place where the
ways divide. And I said: Where, then, do they